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published that most terrible of "autobiographies, The *
Son of a Bondswoman, with its still more devastating
TeqXTcls^^	first repugnance to the man
was justified;r and such opinion assumed a kind of
stereotyped form. Many students of contemporary
literary movements had not got far beyond this stage
when Strindberg died, in 1912.
At every step in his unhappy, stormy life, Strind-
berg's worst enemy was himself. All his books are,
like Goethe's, fragments of a life-confession; but
while Goethe built up with his works the lordliest
temple of a life that the history of our race has to show,
Strindberg's long life-confession is negative, mis-
leading, even false. He has given us, not a temple,
but a heap of ruins; he has left us, of a later time, to
put together and build up the life which he has
presented to us in so distorted a shape. Strindberg's
autobiographical writings belong to the aggressive
type of " confession" which Rousseau invented.
They are books that will tell the whole truth and
nothing but the truth; he revels morbidly in a ruthless
self-revelation and self-abasement, which it needs
considerable objectivity on the reader's part to accept
without wincing. But outspokenness does not
necessarily connote " truth ". With the best will in
the world, as Heine once said, no man can tell the
truth about himself. " No one "—I quote his words
in the Gestandnisse—" has ever succeeded in doing so,
neither St. Augustine, nor Jean Jacques Rousseau,
least of all the latter, who called himself the man of
truth and nature, while he really was, at bottom, more
insincere and unnatural than his contemporaries."
The autobiography that professes to " reveal every-
thing " is never true ; for the more an authot insists
on ruthlessly telling the truth, the more ready is he to
fall into the illusions of self-interpretation. When
Strindberg presents himself to us as a modern Ishmael,
whose hand was against every man, while every man's
hand was against him, he is reflecting only one phase of

